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World, I can see you pale
World, I can see you pale,

But there is the right to LIFE

Between governments and laws
For those who got tired waiting for the change
For children too young to know how to sing

World, we want to see reasons for HAPPINESS,

not migration.

Who belongs to where?

Running for shelter, running for life,
There is a piece of broken wall

Carried in every soul.

World, no lamps were lit for them

On the way to Promised Land;

Hard to find a key

That opens the door to HOPE.

